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- one - 


Author's Notes: 


Well helll Have | got a story behind this ore! I'd originally seen this prompt last year, and came up with an 
entire plot idea for it, but for some reason, | never wrote it. So | had this idea, and | was wondering if | ever 
wanted to write it, and now | get to, since the prompt is back this year! This is my first time submitting 
something for Ficmas as well. So, as some of you know, | like these two together, and a prompt like this gave 
me all sorts of ideas when | first read it. | hope my idea of the "initiation" lives up to expectations, and | hope 
you enjoy, recipient! l'm pretty proud of this one as well. As always | don't own anything except the plot and 
story. The title is the name of a Foreigner song. Also, thank you to everyone for reading and reviewing all my 
other stories. Hope you enjoy, and merry Christmas, Rockfic 2 


There was a big problem in my life and his name was Yngwie J. Malmsteen. 


Reason one: he was a goddamned arrogant, narcissistic, egomaniacal motherfucker who didn't know when or how 


to keep his mouth shut. The first time | met him, he could barely stop talking about himself long enough to 


ask about me. That alone should have told me all | needed to know. That alone should have stopped me from 


joining his band. 


Hs band. Everything was run by him in his band. He sure liked to be in control of everything. He always needed 
to micromanage every little thing, making sure everything was up to his standard. The guitar, the bass, the 
drums..all of it needed to sound the way he wanted it to. If he didn't like the way I'd sing something at 


rehearsal, he'd let me know right away. 
Granted, we would sound great in the end, but man, did it piss me off to get there. 
Reason two: | wanted him. 


Another thing | wanted was to slam my fists against the wall over and over and scream "why?!" until | couldn't 
anymore. It just made no sense at all. Why him? Why him?! He pissed me off so much with his guitar 
shredding and his demands for how his band needed to sound and the way that he'd want all the attention 


focused on him during the shows, as if he was the only member of the band.. 


But we did have good times. We played fucking great shows. Crowds loved us as a duo. Sometimes, when we 
were alone in his house or our shared hotel room, he'd pick up his guitar and play something while | sang along. 
He'd flash me a smile that would send a wave of something over me, something | hadn't felt in a long time, and 


something | wanted to hate myself for feeling towards him. 


I'd stop singing and just watch him play - the way his expression would shift as he immersed himself in his 
playing. His dark eyes would glaze over, his soft, full lips turned up ever so slightly at the corners as his 
feathery hair fell over his shoulders and perfectly framed his round face. 


Fucking hell, | was in too deep. 
| couldn't stand him, but | wanted him so bad. | must be losing my mind. 


Staring into my dressing room mirror, | grinned at my reflection, grabbing a can of hairspray and beginning to 
tease up my hair. Things had gone well for a change today, the band sounding great at rehearsal and being able 


to all get along for once. Yngwie and | were even on good terms today - | guess he was in a good mood. 


The tour hadn't started as well, however. On the first night, it was made clear to me by my other bandmates 
that Yngwie didn’t really see me as a member of the band. At least, not yet. Apparently, he had some kind of 
ritual that he did in order to initiate a new guy into his band Both of my bandmates had already been initiated, 
and when | asked how it was done, they just laughed and said that itd "ruin the fun" if they told me. They just 
told me to expect it within the first week of the tour. 


As the week continued with no “initiation ceremony" or anything of the sort, | began to wonder what the hell 
the "initiation" would entail. All my mind could come up with was that | would most likely get pranked by Yngwie, 
with help from the other band members, of course. I'd probably get pied in the face or have my clothes torn 


off on stage or something. 


Despite that now hanging over my head, and Yngwie's constant micromanaging, the tour was going pretty well. 
The shows were great, the energy and excitement of the crowd filling me and the rest of the band for the 
entire two hours as we made the stage our own The after-parties were like no after-party I'd ever been to, 


Ill say. 


| think the only real problem was this stupid attraction | had toward Yngwie. It made no sense, but still, it 
persisted, refusing to go away. It didn't help that he would always take his shirt off during the shows, making 
all these sex faces as he shredded through some lightning fast solo that | would never admit to being 
impressed by. It especially didn't help that our thin-walled dressing rooms were right next to one another, and | 
could hear him loud and clear with every groupie he brought in after the show. 


"Joel" Speak of the devil. Yngwie's voice came from across the room, and | turned away from the mirror to 
see him grinning in the doorway. | couldn't help but to smile back. The way his dark eyes would light up 
whenever he smiled would always send that strange feeling over me again. 


Man, where did that come from? What the hell was happening to me? 


"Hey man!" | shouted, standing up and glancing into my mirror one last time before | strutted over to him. He 


smiled and threw his arm around my shoulders, leading me to the main backstage area 


"Here's to a fuckin’ great show, eh?!" Yngwie announced, releasing me to slap Anders and Jens on the backs. 
The drummer and keyboardist both grinned, and | could tell that both of them were still starstruck by the 
presence of Yngwie. They always looked up at him as though they were gazing upon a god, which wasn't too 


far off from reality. 


“Alright, fuckers!" our tour manager yelled as he came storming into the room, a few other members of the 


road crew following along. "Show starts in five!" We all cheered, the energy and hype in the room increasing 


tenfold. 


There was no better feeling than running out onto a stage to the sound of thousands of people cheering. | 
couldn't imagine ever getting used to that. 


Throughout the show, | kept my guard up, waiting for the inevitable prank that would make me a real member 
of Yngwie's band. Any time a song would end, and the cheers of the audience would wash over me, I'd be 


anticipating a sudden attack. 
But it never came. 
Even after we'd finished our setlist, and Yngwie was just running around stage shredding like a maniac, | still 


had a feeling it would happen. We'd be bidding the audience and the city farewell, and I'd get a tub of freezing 


water flung over me by the other three guys, or something along the same lines. 


Instead, I'd gotten nothing. There had been no initiation ceremony. I'd been in this band for about a month, on 


tour with them for almost a week, and | still wasn't a "real" member. 


Sighing, | trudged down the seemingly neverending hotel hallway. While the after-parties would usually cheer 
me up if | was in a bad mood after a show, | knew that the one tonight just wouldn't do it for me. I'd feel too 
out of place. | just wanted to get back to my room and avoid everyone for the rest of the night. 


At least, that was the plan before someone's arm wrapped around my chest from behind. 


"Wha--hey!" | yelled, struggling in the person's grip. | grabbed at the arm, trying to pry it off, but it was firm 
where it held me. | twisted my body around frantically as | attempted to get free, my heart pounding as my 
mind scrabbled for a solution Do | try to fight off the person, or call for help? "Listen, | don't know what you- 


My words trailed off as soon as | realized that whoever was holding me wasn't attempting to drag me 
anywhere - they were just holding me here. If someone had been attempting some kind of attack, they would 


have done it already. But who the hell would just grab me out of nowhere? And what did they want? Was this 
some kind of-- 


Oh Right. l'd been expecting to get pranked tonight. | rolled my eyes. Was this the start of my initiation into the 
band? About time. What could this possibly lead to? I'd get dragged downstairs before being thrown into the 


pool or something? 

There was only one person that | knew would be doing the initiation "Yngwie?" | asked. "Is that you?" 

"Ja" he said, his voice quiet. | sighed. 

"What do you want?" | muttered bitterly. 

| need to talk to you." he told me, his arm releasing me, and | turned around. His hands moved to cross behind 
his back, and he shifted nervously. He seemed like he wasn't looking forward to whatever he was about to say. 


"Can we..go back to my room?" 


| guess." | said, following him as he began to lead me in the direction of his hotel room. | guess | wasn't going 


to get initiated tonight. 


As soon as we walked through the door, | crossed my arms over my chest and leaned against the wall. He 
looked at me, his expression lost. As if he had something to say, but didn't know how to say it. It was strange 


to see him in this sort of mood. 


“Something wrong?" | asked, regarding him curiously. His hands were shoved deep into the pockets of his 
leather pants, and his eyes constantly darted back and forth, as if he were searching for words in the air. I'd 


never seen him look this nervous before. 
"| don't know." he muttered finally, turning away from me and sighing. "| can't.figure it out." 


| uncrossed my arms, and he turned around, staring at me with depth I'd never seen. | nodded for him to 


continue. "l." His eyes met mine briefly before tearing away again, and he sighed heavily. "I'm sorry." 

"For what?" | asked, stepping forward. Why couldn't he just say what the problem was? Was it me? "Is it 
something | did?" | suddenly felt a wave of irritation wash over me as | remembered a certain ceremony that 
still hadn't happened yet. "Not thinking of me as a member of the band?" 

"| do." he began, but | held my hand up to stop him. 

"Then how come | haven't been initiated yet?!" | snapped, all of the anger I've felt towards him over the past 
week suddenly igniting a fire in the pit of my stomach. | hadn't been planning to bring this up, but dammit, | 
was pissed. | couldn't deal with this or him any longer. 

He chuckled dryly. "Anders and Jens told you about that." 

"Yeah, they didl" | shouted. "They also told me that you don't think of me as a real member of the band! You 
know, Yngwie, | don't understand you sometimes. You ask me to join this band, and then you distance yourself 
from me by not even including me in your official band lineup! Look, | don't know if its something | did, or if 
you hate me now that your tour's not going how you want it, but--" 


"Dammit, Joe, | don't hate youl" He scowled, turning away from me and storming across the room. | scoffed. 


"Then what do you think about me?!" | yelled, instantly regretting my choice of words as the room suddenly 
descended into dead silence. Shit 


"l'm..afraid" he mumbled, and | looked at him with intrigue. Did he mean he was afraid of me? Or himself? 


Dammit, he was too complex sometimes. 
"Of what?" | asked. He stayed quiet, his head down and his arms crossed over his chest. 
"What I've been.tthinking." he muttered. Then, in a lower voice, he added: "What.l've been feeling." 


My eyes widened ever so slightly. What he's been feeling? What did he mean by that? He couldn't possibly 


mean... 


Feeling what?" | questioned. He turned back to me, and, once again, | was unable to decipher the multitude of 


different emotions painted across his face. 


"| don't know!" he shouted, storming away once more and running his hands over his face as he paced anxiously 


around the room. "I was planning the initiation for tonight, but something keeps holding me back. | don't fuckin’ 
get it!" He whirled around to face me. "It's like.if | make you a real member of the band, I'll have to face it" 


"Face what?" | inquired. Hope was beginning to rise in my chest at the possibility of him sharing the attraction | 
felt for him. Is that why he's so nervous? Sure, it could be something else entirely, but.. 


There was a pained look in his eyes. "lm not..good at this. I've never..thought about these kinds of things. I've 


never... His eyes wandered down to the floor. He looked almost ashamed. "I've never wanted anyone like this." 


Silence. My heart was pounding so loud that it was a wonder he couldn't hear it. His face was still downcast, 
his eyes analyzing the floor. There were so many different things that | wanted to say, but | couldn't find the 
right words to articulate any of them. 


He wanted me. Yngwie fucking Malmsteen wanted me. This gorgeous Swedish guitar god had just confessed to 
what I'd been hoping for ever since | first saw him, and | was just standing here with this stunned expression 
on my face. All of the different things that | had wanted to say were out the window in an instant, all higher 


function escaping my mind as | continued to stare at him, desperately grasping for words from nowhere. 


"| don't care if you don't want the same thing," he muttered, though | could tell it was a lie. "I just.wanted to 
tell you. | just wanted to let you know." 


Before he could storm away again, my hand shot out to grab his wrist. Without thinking, and not knowing what 


the hell else | could do, | pulled him closer to me. 


His face was inches away from mine, his body all but pressing against my front. Dark eyes seemingly pierced 
directly into me, spearing through every feeling and thought of mine. He was reading me like a book, slowly 


scanning each page with blazing intensity. 


"Joe" he breathed, and | barely managed to repress a shudder. It was as though his voice was made for only 


me to hear. 

| didn't know what to say. | could barely think straight with him standing so close to me and saying my name in 
that damn voice. My eyes flickered just briefly, subtly, down to his soft, full lips, and he definitely noticed, his 
eyes darkening. 

Neither of us knew what to say. But, hell, actions spoke louder than words, didn't they? 

Apparently, he was thinking the same thing. 

| grabbed the front of his shirt with both hands at the same time his fingers wrapped around my upper arms. 


| pulled him closer at the same time he yanked me forward. | lunged at him at the same time he charged 


towards me. Our lips crashed together at the exact same time. 


Yngwie kissed exactly how he played guitar. Fast, relentless, and powerful, with an edge of roughness, and a 
whole lot of passion. His lips were soft, yet demanding, as they mercilessly attacked my own. Kissing Yngwie 
was a tangle of contradictions, just like I'd expected. 


At some point, his hands slipped down to grab my ass, but my hands stayed where they were - clenching his 
shirt in balled fists. Our teeth occasionally clashed, both of us fighting for the upper hand. | tugged his lower 
lip with my teeth, and he moaned, his hands gripping my ass. | couldn't hold back a groan of my own as his 
tongue slipped into my mouth and clashed with mine. | was getting fucking high off him and the sounds he 


made. 


When we separated, we were both panting heavily, our breath mingling in the air that had seemed to heat up 
by a few degrees. My head was spinning, and my already tight jeans were nearly bursting at the seams. | could 
bet that my expression mirrored Yngwie's - eyes half lidded, pupils blown wide with desire, cheeks flushed 


crimson, lips parted and swollen red. 


| exhaled shakily, resting my forehead against his. My fingers were still gripping the front of his shirt. "You. 
Drive me. Insane." | grunted, my voice rough with arousal as my breathing came in short gasps. His eyes met 
mine, silently asking me to go on. "Sometimes | think | can't stand you, but another part of you has wanted you 
since you asked me to be in the band” 


His dark eyes widened by a fraction before a sly grin came over his face. | wanted to wipe it right off. "| had a 
feeling." he said, his accent heavier with his rough, breathy tone. Holy shit, | wanted to hear more of that 
voice. "That's why | came here tonight. | thought you might want the same thing.” 


"Well, great minds think alike." | remarked, hissing as he pressed a knee between my legs. My hands released 
the front of his shirt and travelled up to his face, my fingers tangling into his hair. My god, the amount of 


times I've fantasized about this exact scenario.. 


| pulled him down, my eyes slipping closed as his lips met mine once again. Kissing him this time was different. 
It was slower, more passionate, as if he was playing one of his power ballads instead of shredding through a 
flurry of notes. This time, his teeth grabbed my bottom lip, and | groaned quietly as his fingers carded 
through my hair. 


It was as though somebody had flicked a lever as we suddenly switched from slow, passion filled kisses, to 
something rougher, more rapid. Our kisses became more frantic, more heated, as our tongues crashed against 
one another. Fuck, | wanted him so bad. By the way his hands were flying over my body, as though he were 


playing one of his guitar solos, | could figure he wanted me too. 


| didn't have time to react before his hands wrapped around my wrists, and he pushed me against the wall. My 
eyes widened, only to slip halfway closed again as his lips descended to my neck, sucking the sensitive skin 
there. A breathy moan came from my lips as his tongue began to trace the marks he'd undoubtedly left. As 
much as | wanted to surrender to him, let him do what he wanted, there was that other part of me that 


refused to allow him to take control. 


| pushed my knee between his legs, smirking to myself at his quiet gasp. His grip on me loosened by a fraction, 
and, without hesitation, | yanked my wrists out of his hands and shoved him onto the bed. His back hit the 
mattress and he looked up at me, stunned. | grinned devilishly as | straddled his hips. Weren't expecting that 
one, eh, Yngwie? 


Leaning down, | attacked his lips with my own again, my body pressed against his as his hands flew to 
wherever they could reach. They stopped on my ass again, and | pulled away from his lips so that | could kiss 
his neck. He exhaled shakily as my teeth sunk into his throat before my tongue traced over the fresh bite 


marks. 


As his hands continued to roam over my body, | became acutely aware of how tight my jeans were. Judging 
by his expression, | could guess that he had the same problem. Shifting my body ever so slightly, | lined up my 
crotch with his and grinded against him. 


His eyes shot open and he gasped. "be! he choked, and | smirked as | repeated the action His head fell back 
against the pillow, sweat dripping down his face as his fingers gripped the bedsheets. | gyrated my hips and he 


nearly screamed. "Jävla helvetet! 


We grinded together, the friction sending waves of ecstasy rolling through my body. My entire being was on 
fire, my blood boiling in my veins as | moved in time with his thrusts. His moans were loud and high-pitched, 
echoing off the walls and encouraging me to go faster. The image of him lying beneath me - his eyes closed, 
lips parted and mouthing silent curses in Swedish, sweat soaking his face, the bedsheets clenched in his hands - 
was one that | wanted to burn into my mind for as long as | lived. 


| couldn't hold off any longer. A sound that was something between a moan, a growl, and a shriek tore itself 
from my throat as | exploded in my pants. A second later, Yngwie followed suit, his final scream resonating off 


the walls as he released. 


| wasn't sure how long | laid there on top of him, my face buried in his chest as | came down from my high. | 
breathed heavily, my body trembling slightly as his fingers idly traced patterns on my back. Fucking hell, that 


was intense. 


Eventually, | became aware of the sticky feeling in my jeans, and | grimaced slightly as | rolled onto my back 
beside Yngwie. | slowly sat up, still attempting to regulate my breathing. "Ill be right back" | stated, 


"Ja." he murmured, his voice sounding just as deliciously wrecked as | felt. | shuffled across the room and 
quickly stripped down, tossing my clothes to the side. | left my shirt off as | grabbed one of his many pairs of 
leather pants. Slipping into them easily, | decided that they looked much better on him than they did on me. 


Turning back to the bed, | noticed that he'd slipped out of his leather pants and traded them for another pair 
as well. For a moment, | simply analyzed him lying back on the bed. A small smile came over my face before | 


made my way across the room to join him on the bed. 


| rested my head on his shoulder, my hand travelling down to twine with his. His fingers were rough and 


calloused, yet tender, as they lazily curled around mine. 


"So." | began, my eyes locking with his. There was no trace of the nervousness that had been there earlier - 
now, there was only warmth and satisfaction. I'd never seen that look in his eyes before, and | smiled a bit to 


know that | had caused it. "What now?" 


He stared up at the ceiling for a moment. "Im not sure." he said, his voice slightly vulnerable. "Like | said, I've 

never done this before." He turned back to me. "In the beginning, | thought | only wanted you for," He gestured 
to our sprawled out bodies. "this. But now, | don't want it to end here. | just.don't know how to keep going with 
this..." 


"Hey." | stated, stopping his rambling, "lve never done somethin’ like this either. It's usually not my style. But | 
want somethin’ too, believe me. And | think that we can make it work." | smiled and he returned it. There was 


silence for a brief moment before | chuckled at a passing thought. 


"Y'know, Yng, | think | might actually be able to learn to put up with you." | commented, and a smirk appeared 


on his face. 

"l'm a hard man to get along with." he put in. 

"Oh, believe me, | know." | said. "Man, | thought I'd never find equal ground with you at the start of the Tour. 
But for some reason, | think we can make something work now." He simply grinned, and a comfortable silence 


fell over the room, nothing like the tense, anxious quiet that had punctuated his nervous confession earlier. 


| took that moment to bring up something | suddenly remembered. Part of the very reason why we were here 


tonight. 
"So, does this mean l'm initiated into the band now?" | remarked, and he laughed. 
"Ja, | think so." 


- end - 


